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THE  SENSATIONS  OF  UNUSED  FLESH 

by  David  Cahill 
Your  eyes  cast  in  slraiizhllbrward  desire 
as  llie  hair  cascades  down  your  back  covering 
pale  shoulders  and  swirling  down  lull  breasts. 
Our  bodies  united  in  movement 
reborn  without  guilt,  sorrow,  or  foolish  expectations. 
Dark  hair  slicked  darker  with  sweat; 
thrusting  into  the  darkness  being  each  other's  first  partner. 
If  only  I  could  throw  back  the  tattered  quilt 
which  covered  our  explorations  in  the  dark 
you've  gone  on  to  new  conquests  and  so  have  I. 
Searching  vainly  to  recapture 
the  sensations  of  unused  llesh. 


LITTLE  MISS  QUEEN  OF  HEARTS 

by  Kaly  Juliano 

Little  miss  queen  of  hearts,  so  gallantly  she  walks  by 
with  ginger  locks  curls,  and  piercing  baby  blues. 

A  sweater-wearing  bitch,  she  was  her  only  world. 

And  I,  standing  in  the  shadows  to  hide  my  masturbating  ways, 

would  watch  this  queen  dance  in  the  sunlight. 

Oh  how  I  wish  to  invade  that  royal  box, 

and  defy  thy  queen  of  hearts. 

Fill  her  with  all  the  hate  she's  bestowed  on  me. 

She  once  laughed  at  me,  but  I  am  no  joker. 

My  request  was  pure  and  simple. 

But  little  miss  queen  stuck  with  her  own. 

So  off  she  goes,  with  sunlight  in  her  eyes. 
But  soon  my  shadow  will  stretch, 
and  she'll  meet  my  joker  of  clubs. 


THE  BOUGAINVILLEA 

by  Hana  S.  Huran 

Scvcn-lhirly  sharp.  55  Maple  Drive.  Julie  arrived  just 
Iwo  minutes  before  Melanie  did.  Both  of  them  were  anxious 
and  nervous  because  of  Mrs.  Ang's  weird  punishment.  The 
previous  day  the  two  girls  were  caught  trying  to  skip  her 
chemistry  class.  They  did  not  gel  any  detention  for  that,  but 
instead  Mrs.  Ang  had  asked  them  to  come  over  to  her  house 
that  Saturday  morning. 

Mrs.  Ang's  house  was  a  pretty  little  cottage,  with 
landscaped  trees  of  roses,  all  white.  She  had  a  little  swing  by 
the  corner  of  her  modest  garden  that  was  surrounded  by  wild 
daisies.  Sweet  would  be  the  best  description  for  her  collection 
of  greens.  But  there  was  only  one  strange  thing.  In  the  middle 
of  the  garden  stood  a  messy  and  shapeless  bougainvillea,  the 
ugliest  tree  there.  The  leaves  grew  so  thick  and  dark  that  they 
nearly  covered  the  pale  white  Howers.  Its  branches  stretched  in 
all  directions,  making  it  look  like  one  indecisive  tree.  After 
staring  at  it  for  a  few  seconds,  Melanie  thought  that  it  would  be 
belter  if  the  tree  did  not  exist  at  all. 

Mrs.  Ang  came  out  lo  the  corridor  of  her  house  and 
greeted  her  students.  In  her  hands,  she  had  a  tray  with  three 
cups,  a  carton  of  Tropicana  and  some  toast  on  it. 

"You  ladies  are  on  time.  Come  and  sit  here  for  some 
breakfast,"  she  invited  the  two  girls  to  her  garden  set  where  two 
odd  chairs  Joined  the  only  matching  chair  there.  Melanie  and 
Julie  sat  on  the  odd  ones. 

"You  didn't  have  to  fix  us  breakfast  Mrs.  Ane,  we 
came  here  to  be  punished,"  Melanie's  lips  were  covered  with 
bits  of  crumbs. 

"I  don't  see  it  as  a  punishment.  It's  more  of  a 
favor.. .for  me,"  the  elder  lady  replied. 

"Okay,  sure,  what  kind  of  favor?"  Jules  asked  as  she 
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poured  her  second  cup  ol'Tropicana. 

Mrs.  Ang  smiled  and  pointed  al  the  untidy  looking 
bougainviliea. 

"I  want  you  ladies  to  landscape  that  tree  for  me.  Just 
make  it  look  neat.  I've  been  meaning  to  trim  it,  but  I  couldn't 
make  time  for  it.  Jim  used  to  do  all  the  landscaping,  but  he  left 
to  join  the  army  a  year  ago,"  said  the  aging  chemistry  teacher. 

"You  son?"  questioned  Julie. 

"Yes.  His  father  left  us  for  other  commitments,  you 
know,"  she  added. 

"We're  sorry  to  hear  that  Ma'am,"  said  Melanie. 

"That  was  a  long  time  ago.  So  since  the  men  aren't 
here,  I  figured  I  get  the  girls  to  do  it  instead,"  the  lady  grinned 
and  directed  the  girls  to  get  the  garden  tools  near  the  garage. 

The  girls  finished  their  breakfast  and  got  to  work. 
Slightly  relieved  that  the  punishment  or  favor  was  not  loo 
severe. 

"Mel,  can  you  believe  this  is  what  she  wants  us  to  do? 
It's  a  bit  silly  isn't  it?"  Julie  whispered  as  she  watched  her 
teacher  disappear  into  the  house. 

"No  kidding  Jules,  but  I'm  not  complaining.  I  prefer 
cutting  this  ugly  ass  tree  here  than  detention  anytime!  I  mean, 
Mrs.  CO2H2O  lady  there  is  a  bit  too  nice,  if  you  ask  me," 
Melanie  chuckled,  grabbing  a  trimmer. 

"Yeah,  hey  let's  skip  her  class  again!"  Julie  cracked  a 
joke  and  began  snipping  small  branches  off. 

The  two  girls  giggled  their  way  through  the  whole 
morning  gossiping  about  their  teacher  and  friends  in  school. 
The  branches  of  the  tree  dropped  one  by  one.  Soon  a  collection 
of  branches  and  leaves  piled  up  around  the  tree.  The  girls 


succcssrully  cleared  up  the  messy  tree  by  exposing  the  paper- 
like  riovvers  lo  the  sun. 

About  nine  o'clock  the  girls  decided  that  they  should 
stop  trimming,  their  sweat  trickled  down  their  skin.  They  left 
the  tools  to  the  ground  and  helplessly  threw  their  exhausted 
bodies  to  the  earden  tabic. 

"Phew.. .I'm  tired!"  Melanie  cried  wiping  sweat  on 
her  forehead. 

Julie  only  managed  to  reply  with  a  big  sigh. 

The  girls  slouched  on  the  chairs  looking  at  the  work 
they  had  done.  Not  bad,  they  thought.  The  tree  looks  alive  with 
a  more  rounded  shape.  The  little  ilowers  look  like  little  lights 
hung  around  it.  They  were  so  busy  admiring  the  tree  that  they 
didn't  hear  their  teacher  come,  this  time  with  bottles  of 
Snapple  lemonade. 

"You  ladies  did  a  wonderful  job,"  she  complimented. 

"Thank  you  Mrs.  Ang,  those  branches  were  kinda 
tough,  but  we  took  care  of  it,"  Melanie  reported,  gulping  her 
way  through  her  drink  like  it  was  the  best  stuff  on  earth. 

"Do  we  have  to  do  anything  else?  Because  I  think  I 
need  to  go  home  and  shower,"  Julie  cried  fanninu  herself.  Her 
hair  was  tied  up  so  lightly  that  the  roots  pulled  her  forehead 
back. 

"No,  no,  you  ladies  have  done  enough  work  already," 
she  replied  as  she  circled  the  tree  smiling.  "I'll  rake  the  leaves 
and  branches  myself." 

"Thanks  for  the  lemonade,"  said  Melanie. 

"Hmm-mm,"  was  the  brief  reply. 

"Well,  we're  leaving  now.  Ma'am.  You  have  a  nice 
weekend!"  Jules  cried.  With  a  sudden  burst  of  energy  Julie 


stood  up  and  began  walking  out  lo  the  driveway.  "We  did  a 
good  job,  didn't  we?  I'm  glad  she  likes  it.  Look  at  her.  She's 
cireled  the  plant  four  times  already,  notiee?"  Julie  whispered  lo 
Melanie. 

Melanie  gave  a  little  laugh  to  agree.  She  turned  to 
Julie  and  asked,  "so  are  we  gonna  skip  elasses  again?" 


NATURE'S  CONSPIRACY 

by  David  Cahill 

The  brce/c  touches  my  skin 

e\er  so  hghlly 

as  to  remind  me 

of  the  way  that  you 

gently  brush  your  fingers  over  my  body 

as  I  sleep  beside  you. 

Nature's  conspiracy  plays  on 
as  a  small  drop  of  rain  falls 
gently  upon  my  lips  and 
silently  slides  between  them 
as  do  your  moist  lips 
when  we  wake  together. 

I  escape  the  How 

of  running  memories 

inspired  by  mother  earth 

and  run  to  the  solace  of  my  bed 

where  you  wail  for  me 

upon  a  bed  of  roses. 


A  SOUL'S  JOURNEY 

by  Katy  Juliano 

The  longest  journey  will  always  be 

from  the  onset  of  sleep 

to  the  break  of  day. 
In  between  the  stars  spell  out  the  roads 

and  the  moon  lights  the  way, 

but  no  path  should  be  traveled  alone. 

I  remember  when  you  were  in  my  arms 

and  we  drifted  together. 
At  first  I  didn't  see  your  way, 

though  it  led  through  my  dreams. 
Yours  was  the  last  evening  embrace 

and  the  first  mornin^z  kiss. 
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I  have  ventured  off  many  times  before 

and  settled  back  with  my  own  tears. 

I  have  danced  before  the  moon  and  seen 
my  face  in  the  dark. 

But  sharing  this  journey  with  you 

I  share  the  moon  and  the  stars. 
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IF  I  HAD  MY  DRUTHERS 

by  Florian  Folgcr 

II"  I  had  my  druthers 

\\\  lake  down  ihc  pictures 

remove  the  furniture, 

turn  my  home  into  a  vacant  house- 

and  quietly  move  away 

Remove  the  curtains,  the  rugs- 
wax  the  floors,  make  the  walls  and  ceiling  white. 
Take  everything. 

Except  the  small  square  table  that  Vd 
leave  in  the  center  of  the  big  room 
with  a  phone  plugged  in... 

in  case  you  should  try  to  call 
one  day. 
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EVICTION  WARNING 

by  Stephanie  Cieeone 

Dear  George, 

Your  living  situation  we  must  review.  Do  you  not  like 
the  friends  I  have  provided  you?  Does  your  problem  stem  from 
uneonlrollable  hate?  Is  that  why  you  decapitated  your 
roommate?  This  isn't  your  first  attack.  There  were  Lucy, 
Gilbert,  Pompie,  and  Mack.  I  have  attempted  separation,  but 
you  destroyed  the  net.  I  have  no  alternative  but  to  disown  you, 
my  pet. 

Every  morning  I  must  disregard  the  scrapes  of  a 
friend,  a  victim  you  ferociously  picked  at  no  end.  Your 
dwelling  was  furnished  with  live  plants,  the  prettiest  corals, 
and  bubble  machines.  But  I  have  stripped  your  home  of  these 
luxuries;  they  will  not  be  replaced! 

I  have  given  you  five  chances;  now  this  is  your  last. 
You  must  stop  this  mania  and  fast.  If  you  choose  to  ignore  my 
warning  I'll  be  forced  to  provide  a  piranha  as  your  next 
roommate! 
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A  BRUSH  WITH  HIM 

by  James  Smith 

Old  familiar  town: 

a  road 

a  curb 

stores  that  were  never  entered. 

People  slide  by: 

(never  make  eye  contact) 
police  looking  for  the  perfect  crime 
a  boy  in  the  distance, 
familiar  from  years  ago: 

two  boys  walking  this  very  street 

smoking  their  llrst  cigarette 

bad  asses  on  the  prowl 

ready  for  action 

a  team  that  would  not  split... 
the  fmure  fades  as  it  closes  in: 
a  L'host  of  what  was 

(or  may  have  been.) 
fix  on  the  gray  face: 
translucent 
lines  of  pain 
a  map  of  worries. 
k)st  eyes: 

broken  windows  of  companionship, 
hands: 
limp  and  weak 

(once  had  a  death  grip.) 
what  would  be  said? 
careful  not  to  stare, 
nothing  but  a  cold  breeze  passes. 
he  has  been  lost  in  ashes 
with  spoon  in  hand 
he  just  doesn't  care. 


NOT  FIT  FOR  SHOW 

by  Lauren  C.  Adasiak 

take  up  this  dress  of  mine  gently 
for  it's  been  ripping  at  the  seams 
its  silken  strands,  tattered  and  torn 
the  ribbons  and  lace  not  there  at  ail 

this  is  a  plain  and  cotton  jumper  i'm  giving  you 

untlounced  and  unribboned 

no  hoop  skirt  or  bustle,  darling 

and  no  servant  to  help  me  with  my  coat 

but  this  is  no  dress  to  be  laid  away 

boxed  and  tied  for  shipping 

this  is  delicate  and  enduring 

in  need  of  your  aid  only  sometimes 

though  it  is  falling  thread  from  thread,  my  costume 
my  split  shawl,  my  security  blanket,  my  shroud 
it  is  still  glamorous  and  pretty,  scented  with  orange  (lower 
if  you  look  upon  it  for  what  it  once  was 

then  seek  beneath  the  flowing  tattered  robes 

beneath  outward  appearance:  neck  line  and  slender  waist 

i'm  sorry,  for  there  you  will  find  only  a  body 

with  eyes  so  different  from  yours,  and  reaching  hands 

a  victim  of  some  horrific  crime,  this  dress  was,  you  see 
perhaps  more  than  one;  it's  hard  to  keep  it  all  straight  lately 
when  the  hems  are  crooked  and  sewn  in  zigzag 
repaired  so  often,  it  might  have  been  twice  today 

this  dress  of  mine  in  your  hands 
offering  complete  touch  to  your  soothing  fingers  and 
searching  eyes  in  need  of  a  tissue  paper  cushion 
and  two  fabulously  talented  seamstresses 

for  the  heart  and  soul  of  this  fancy  suit 
were  torn  out  long  ago,  and  i'm  hoping 
you're  able  to  help  me  find  them  again 
if  you  take  up  this  dress  of  mine  (gently) 
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A  CHANGE  OF  SEASON 

by  David  Cahill 

'i  think  wc  have  a  lol  lo  talk  about." 

That  was  the  last  thin^i  I  heard  as  the  sound  of  the 
answering  machine  made  that  awful  clicking  and  rewinding 
noise  that  never  failed  to  get  on  my  nerves.  I  was  trying  my 
damnedest  lo  play  dead  today,  a  frequent  hobby  of  mine,  but 
she  was  not  going  to  let  me  get  away  that  easy. 

"This  is  Jeff.  I'm  not  here  so  leave  a  message."  The 
sound  ol"  my  voice  echoed  in  my  head  as  she  was  about  ready 
lo  leave  her  fifth  message  within  a  two  hour  period.  I  think 
she  was  doing  this  primarily  because  she  knew  how 
hermit-like  I  am  and  how  much  this  incessant  calling  would 
break  my  tolerance  till  I  picked  up  the  phone  and  answered 
her  voice. 

"Hi,"  I  said  with  a  non-enthusiastic  tone. 

"Hi,  I'm  sorry  I  kept  calling  but  I  really  didn't  think 
you  would  want  to  talk  to  me  after  what  happened  last  night," 
said  Shannon  in  that  naiiiziniz  tone. 

"I  didn't  say  that.  I've  just  been  busy  doing  things, 
you  know.  Sunday  is  my  day." 

"I  know  you  usually  like  your  privacy  on  Sundays, 
but  I  think  you  have  to  consider  the  situation  here.  It's  not 
every  day  that  a  woman  leaves  her  husband  and  has  to  move 
in  with  her  best  friend  because  of...  well,  you  know."  She  said 
this  with  a  kind  of  maddeniniz  insinuation  that  made  me 
want  to  dismember  her. 

"Yeah,  I  just  really  don't  want  to  talk  about  this  right 
now.  I'm  screwed  up  right  now  and  feel  that  I  can't  think 
about  what  has  happened  without  a  day  or  two  to  work  it  out 
on  my  own."  I  knew  what  I  was  saying  was  a  big  lie.  I  knew 
exactly  how  I  felt  but  v\as  too  scared  to  show  someone  my 
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real  dark  side;  I  didn't  want  to  be  the  bad  guy  in  this 
situation,  but  I  knew  what  the  outcome  would  be. 

For  a  little  while.  Shannon  continued  to  ramble  on 
about  her  thoughts  and  feelings.  I  guess  I  would  be  lying  if  I 
didn't  admit  that  I  blanked  out  about  half  of  her  conversation. 
She  was  pouring  her  heart  out  to  me  on  the  other  end  of  the 
phone  but,  as  stupid  as  she  could  be  at  times,  she  didn't 
realize  that  the  worst  place  to  exchange  the  most  intimate  and 
moving  feelings  to  someone  is  on  the  telephone.  You  never 
can  tell  what  their  reaction  really  is:  are  they  bored,  are  they 
rolling  their  eyes,  are  they  watching  television  or 
masturbating  to  some  picture  out  of  a  magazine? 

After  the  long  telephone  conversation,  I  knew  that  I 
would  have  to  give  in  and  see  her.  Feeling  bitter,  I  hung  up 
the  phone  and  angrily  walked  to  the  blue  Volkswagen  parked 
on  the  side  of  my  driveway.  The  vehicle  coughed  as  I  drove 
across  town  to  the  apartment  where  she  was  staying.  The 
local  jazz  station  poured  through  the  stereo  speakers,  easily 
the  most  accessible  and  attractive  part  of  this  vehicle.  Nina 
Simone  sang  her  heart  out  while  I  managed  to  Hip  the  fnst 
cigarette  of  the  day  onto  the  rusted  lloor  of  the  car.  The 
cancer  stick  slide  under  the  brake  pedal  as  I  nervously  tried  to 
reach  for  another. 

How  dare  she  makes  me  the  cause  of  all  this  misery. 
Okay,  she  is  in  love  with  me.  Fine,  like  that's  my  damn  fault. 
Like  I  put  some  kind  of  voodoo  spell  of  love  and  stupidity  on 
her.  Like  I  am  responsible  for  the  dysfunction  of  her  brain 
that  she  falls  in  love  with  someone  so  obviously  gay  that  even 
my  parents  knew  about  me  and  came  to  terms  with  it  before  I 
did.  Hell,  it  didn't  seem  to  bother  them  so  why  does  it  bother 
her  so  much:  love,  I  guess  that's  the  reason. 

Driving  along  and  listening  to  the  radio.  I  took  in  a 
lung  full  of  smoke  that  mingled  with  the  crisp  fall  air.  I 
pulled  into  the  driveway  of  the  apartment  Shannon  was 
staying  in;  the  cracked  pavement  leading  to  the  back  of  the 
house  was  murderous  on  my  tires.  Exiting  my  car,  I  took  a 
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look  al  ihc  sky  overhead,  it  had  an  ominous  and  dark  tone  for 
this  early  part  of  the  evening.  Between  the  darkness  of  the 
sky.  the  chill  in  the  air,  and  the  smell  that  the  air  look  on  in 
an  atypical  New  England  fall,  it  was  obvious  the  summer  was 
over. 

Once  entering  the  apartment  my  senses  were 
assaulted  with  the  odor  of  cat  urine.  What  is  it  about  every 
young  person  I  know  that  has  that  smell  in  their  house  as  well 
as  those  creatures  that  are  only  good  (or  allergic  reactions  or 
suckimi  the  breath  out  of  infants.  Shannon  was  sitting  in  the 
corner  of  the  living  room;  she  looked  moody  and  pathetic. 
She  walked  over  to  me  and  gave  me  an  uncomfortable  smile 
that  begged  for  a  hug.  I  look  that  as  a  hint  to  nod  back  and 
look  out  the  window  into  the  darkening  sky  of  the  early 
evenine. 

Much  to  my  dismay,  her  friend,  and  now  roommate, 
an  attractive  young  guy  named  Michael,  said  that  we  couldn't 
smoke  in  the  apartment  because  he  had  recently  quit;  having 
custody  of  his  four  year  old  daughter  was  another  reason.  I 
talked  to  Michael  for  a  few  minutes,  it  was  a  mildly  pleasant 
conversation  in  which  I  had  a  tendency  to  drown  out  his 
voice  and  notice  how  the  fading  sunlight  hit  the  left  side 
profile  of  his  face,  giving  a  soft  and  almost  effeminate  quality 
to  his  appearance  with  his  long  silky  brown  hair  and 
marble-like  skin. 

"Are  you  izoinu  to  sit  there  all  nieht  and  bullshit 
about  movies,"  Shannon  chimed  in  with  obsessive  clarity. 

"Haven't  I  always  talked  to  Michael  when  I  come 
over?"  I  said  with  faked  innocence. 

"I  like  talking  to  Jeff.  He's  the  only  person  I  know 
who  confuses  me  with  what  he  has  to  say,"  Michael  spoke  up 
in  my  defense  as  Shannon  continued  to  stare  at  me  with  an 
authoritative,  yet  still  pleading,  stare. 

"Well,  we  need  to  be  alone,"  Shannon  said  while 
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reaching  for  a  cigarette,  "I  need  a  cigarette  anyway,  so  why 
don't  we  go  outside,  Jeffrey."  Shannon  said.  I  looked  at  her 
and  wondered  how  it  could  be  so  easy  for  her  to  make 
Michael  feel  like  a  hindrance  in  his  own  home.  After  all, 
Michael  was  her  soon-to-be  ex-husbands'  best  friend;  that 
alone  couldn't  make  this  situation  any  easier  for  him. 

Because  I  really  needed  a  cigarette,  I  suggested  that 
she  put  on  a  jacket  and  we  continue  our  conversation  outside; 
she  reluctantly  agreed,  probably  realizing  that  her  need  for 
nicotine  far  surpassed  mine.  I  sat  for  a  moment  in  the  kitchen 
watching  her  put  on  her  jacket  and  getting  together  a  few 
items  to  carry  along  on  her  journey.  I  started  flashing  back  to 
the  events  of  the  night  before:  the  massive  consumption  of 
alcohol  leading  to  her  confessions  of  not  loving  her  husband 
and  wanting  to  leave  him.  The  confessions  turned  into  a  tidal 
wave  of  emotions  in  which  she  drunkenly  slurred  her  undying 
love  and  commitment  to  me.  Being  scared  and  not  wanting  to 
hurt  her  feelings,  and  being  drunk  at  the  time,  I  told  her  that  I 
felt  strongly  and  cared  for  her  deeply.  Okay,  maybe  I'm 
crazy,  but  I  wasn't  prepared  to  have  to  acknowledge  my 
sexuality  when  it  was  apparent  when  we  became  friends  over 
a  year  ago  that  she  knew  what  and  who  I  was.  I  almost  found 
it  insulting  that  she  took  my  sexual  identity  as  something  as 
trivial  as  a  generation's  style  of  fashion.  Like  being  gay 
wasn't  part  of  who  I  was,  like  it  was  something  that  could  be 
changed  with  the  attention  of  the  right  woman. 

Before  I  realized  it,  we  were  walking  down  the 
street.  I  could  see  the  light  from  the  upstairs  window  in  the 
darkness,  looking  at  it  with  some  voyeuristic  quality  as  if 
Michael  would  be  naked  and  visible  from  the  street.  God. 
even  if  I  had  wanted  to  try  something  out  with  Shannon,  I 
could  never  stop  desiring  men.  Shannon  stopped  on  the  side 
of  the  road  and  lit  a  cigarette;  the  smoke  blew  out  of  her 
mouth  in  a  harsh  line  as  she  coughed  from  the  intake  of  the 
chilling  night  air.  She  talked  about  how  she  hadn't  eaten  all 
day  and  from  the  look  of  her  it  seemed  as  if  she  was  telling 
the  truth.  Her  skin  seemed  thinly  stretched  over  her  face  as 
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she  turned  to  look  al  me.  I  wanted  to  feel  compassion  but  just 
lell  contempt  and  disgust. 

"JelTrey,  I  think  that  you  need  to  know  some  things 
that  I  didn't  really  express  to  their  full  extent  last  night." 

"We  drank  a  lot  of  booze  last  night,  Shannon."  I  said 
hoping  that  I  could  blame  last  night  on  some  kind  of  alcohol- 
induced  madness. 

"I  never  loved  my  husband,  you  know.  I  married  him 
when  I  was  seventeen,  and  it  seemed  like  a  way  to  get  away 
from  my  family  and  all,  or  at  least  to  get  away  from  my 
mom", 

"Yeah,  I  guess  a  mom  who  lights  herself  on  fire  to 
iiet  attention  from  a  cheating  dad  is  not  the  best  woman  to  be 
raising  children."  I  felt  a  pang  of  nausea  as  I  realized  that  I 
trivialized  the  pain  and  sorrow  of  her  white-trash  existence. 
Jokes  of  trailer  parks  that  my  snobby  friends  and  I  would 
make  became  a  reality  in  Shannon.  Shannon  was  the  product 
of  an  almost  too  fucked  up  to  be  believed  Southern  family; 
it's  amazing  she  survived  without  being  killed  in  some  kind 
of  family  feud  or  taking  her  own  life,  being  too  intelligent 
and  sensitive  for  her  environment.  That's  when  I  started  to 
remember  the  Shannon  I  met  over  a  year  ago  (a  girl  that  I 
thought  of  as  attractive,  intelligent,  and  just  eccentric  enough 
to  be  one  of  my  closest  friends).  We  shared  everything  over 
the  past  year.  I  mean  my  friends  from  youth  didn't  really  like 
her  much,  but  they  didn't  really  care  much  for  anyone  who 
wasn't  part  of  our  elitist  circle  of  friends. 

"  I  know.  You're  sorry,"  Shannon  said. 

"What  do  you  mean?" 

"  I  know  that  look  on  your  face.  You  felt  sorry  about 
the  way  you  trivialized  the  way  my  family  is,  oh  I  don't 
know  anymore  what  the  hell  is  going  on.  In  you  I  found  the 
first  person  that  I  ever  truly  loved  in  my  life.  Sure,  I've  had 
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infanlilc  crushes  on  more  allraclivc  men 


"Thanks,"  I  said  still  palhclically  clinging  lo  the 
accustomed  compliments  she  would  give  out  like  Christmas 
presents. 

"Will  you  let  me  tlnish " 


"Sure,"  I  said,  but  I  was  still  pissed  at  her  but  torn 
with  conflicting  emotions  that  I  was  the  villain  in  this 
situation.  I  had  to  keep  in  mind  that  she  had  an  uncanny 
knack  of  being  able  to  do  that  to  people;  after  all,  this  was  the 
woman  who  told  her  husband  that  she  was  leaving  because 
his  premature  ejaculation  had  finally  gotten  to  her.  Poor 
bastard,  being  married  to  her  for  so  long. 
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"We  have  a  very  special  relationship.  I  tell  you 
everything  that  I  never  have  been  able  to  let  out  with  others. 
You  listen  to  me  when  I  talk;  you  hear  my  dreams  and  hopes, 
and  fears.  Maybe  you  are  confused  and  feel  the  same  about 
us  as  I  do." 

"  I  don't  know  that  much  really.  I  sure  as  hell  play  a 
good  game,  but  I  probably  know  less  about  life  than  you  do.  I 
have  a  very  single-sided  view  to  things  and  I'm  a  bit  of  a 
snob." 

"I  don't  think  you  arc  a  snob.  I  actually  think  you 
are  wonderful  and  we  could  make  one  hell  of  a  life  together, 
you  and  I,"  Shannon  said  with  alarming  flippancy,  almost  as 
if  she  had  forgotten  that  I  was  not  interested  in  a  committed 
loving  relationship  with  her.  After  a  moment,  she  continued 
to  say  how  I  should  take  a  trial  run  of  a  relationship  between 
us.  I  was  supposedly  confused  so  how  could  I  know  how  we 
would  turn  out  if  I  didn't  give  us  an  honest  effort. 

"There  is  nothing  wrong  with  one  date.  I  mean  we 
go  out  for  dinner,  maybe  a  bad  horror  movie."  She  had  the 
amazing  ability  to  know  my  weak  points.  She  knew  that  my 
eccentric  interests  in  dark  fiction  and  flhii  were  not  shared  by 
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mosi  of  my  gay  male  counlcrparls.  "You  arc  talking  to 
someone  right  now  who  would  be  willing  to  wait  for  you  till 
the  end  of  the  earth,  and  you're  ready  to  throw  it  away 
without  even  a  chance." 

"You  can't  make  that  kind  of  'end  of  the  earth' 
statement,"  I  said  angrily.  "You  just  left  you  husband  less 
than  eight  hours  ago  and  you're  talking  like  some  kind  of 
Romantic  poet  filled  with  deep  longing  and  admiration." 

"I  told  you  that  I  knew  it  was  not  right  with  him 
from  the  very  beginning.  I  married  for  complacency  and  a 
new  environment,"  she  said  with  the  warmth  of  a  disturbed 
snapping  turtle.  "You're  the  first  person  that  I  have  loved,  and 
1  have  known  from  the  beginning  that  you  are  gay,  but 
sometimes,  just  sotiietimes.,  I  saw  that  same  look  in  your 
eyes  that  I  was  throwing  back  at  you,  that  look  of  wanting  to 
reach  out  someone,  to  have  the  pain  and  uncertainties  of  life 
stripped  away  into  the  arms  of  a  soul  mate." 

"Please,  let's  not  get  on  that  soul  mate  shit,"  I 
breathed  out  over  a  cloud  of  cigarette  smoke. 

"How  can  you  tell  me  that  someone  of  your  depth 
and  feelings  can  judge  a  soul  mate  or  life  partner  on  the  basis 
of  their  gender?" 

I  realized  what  a  low  blow  that  was.  She  always 
knew  how  to  knock  people  apart  with  psychological  warfare. 
As  we  walked  further  behind  the  apartment,  we  stepped  along 
the  abandoned  train  tracks.  Shannon  kept  a  slow  pace  and 
tried  to  touch  my  shoulder  or  my  hand  a  few  times,  but  I 
quickly  pulled  away.  She  moved  in  a  more  sullen  pace  like  a 
spurned  child.  We  sat  on  the  edge  of  the  abandoned  train 
tracks  and  watched  the  night  sky  fading  into  a  luminous 
purple.  We  sat  in  silence  as  the  night  air  made  me  think  that 
the  season  of  warmth  and  sunlight  was  coming  to  its  end. 


THE  MARIONETTE 

by  John  Clancy 
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BARREN  RITUALS 

by  John  Clancy 

who  arc  you  to  mercilessly  counter 

my  beliefs  with  your  barren  rituals? 

to  look  upon  my  face  while  your  frigid 

eyes  cast  your  contempt  through  your  arid  gaze? 

is  not  my  I'ailh  in  my  god-self  as  strong  as 

that  which  you  place  upon  an  idol 

m  your  church?  does  my  heart  not  rejoice  in 

the  knowledge  that  there  is  something  in  our 

sumptuous  universe  greater  than  you  or  I? 

yes,  friend,  we  are  strikingly  different  in 

our  approaches  and  demeanor  while  we  both 

convey  our  gratitude  through  our  thoughts  but 

like  water  moving  through  a  standing  wave 

we  are  traversing  the  same  steady  path. 
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MADELINE 

by  Lauren  C.  Adasiak 

a  maiden  long  lost,  with  curls  of  tender  auburn 

and  eyes  of  lily  blue  -late  one  summer  fell, 

was  swept  away  by  waves  of  ages  -  harsh 

then  sorrowed  after 

buried  dripping  in  a  wooden  crate 

sealed  away  from  trouble  and  doubt 

and  mourned 

soon  later  he  became  mine  to  care  for 
and  upon  him  gentle  hands  i  laid 
for  him  i  sang  such  sweet  songs 
he  turned  to  me,  dreamily,  said  to  me 
"you  are  good,"  and  before  i  smiled: 
"but  not  so  good  as  Madeline" 

and  so  it  was  throughout  the  years 

raised  our  children,  washed  the  sheets 

yet  little  other  thought  had  he 

as  he  still  mourned 

his  lost  flower,  his  perfect  angelic  dream 

little  other  thought  had  he 

but  for  Madeline 

late  fall  came,  i  broke  a  dish 

he  raised  his  hand  to  me 

the  children  screaming,  i  was  shrinking 

to  my  corner,  hot  with  anger,  and  fear 

"i  wouldn't  have  to  do  this," 

said  he  "if  you  were  Madeline" 

my  pursuits  were  weak,  my  opinions  naive 

i  was  not  built  but  for  work 

and  would  be  offered  no  solace 

but  that  i  was  second  best 

this  constant  vengeful  reminder 

"do  not  be  so  passionate,"  he  spake 

"it  was  not  becominiz  of  Madeline" 
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and  there  i  was,  ever  weary 

sometimes  hoping,  sometimes  dreaming 

that  I  might  soon  be  gaining 

some  eontrol  on  this  misery 

but  it  was  nightmarish,  this  trying 

to  be  so  mueh  Mke  Madeline 

this  evening  i  was  wearing  elothes 

new  and  bright  and  beautiful 

1  spun  lor  him,  showed  off  for  him 

eraved  a  kind  word  from  him 

he  watehed  me  with  a  praetieed  eye 

*'  yes,  you  are  lovely,  my  dear,"  he  laughed 

'\..but  not  so  lovely  as  Madeline" 

oh.  how  i  cursed  her  when  we  were  young 
still  they  called  us  bosom  friends 
her  hands  were  so  much  thinner  than  mine 
her  voice  was  lighter,  her  eyes  were  brighter 
and  i  was  there  the  day  she  fell 

this  is  the  pain  i  carry  dawn  to  dusk 

brinizinn  me  such  horrid  nightmares 

like  little  piercing  wounds  beneath  my  skin 

and  each  word  stabs 

but  i  will  never  be  as  she  was 

i  will  never  be  Madeline 

he  never  knew  i  destroyed  his  prize 

for  telling  him  would  only  pain  more 

mv  crown  of  thorns  has  besun  to  blind  me 

this  eerie,  salty  taste  has  become  me 

still  little  other  thought  had  he 

but  for  Madeline 

i  am  weary,  iny  eyesight  bleary 
my  voice,  lately,  has  not  come  clearly 
within  me,  whispers  night  and  day 
the  thought  of  my  angst  and  foul  play 
i  am  hidden  by  a  dark  clawed  shadow 
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i  was  never  pretty 

never  as  pretty  as  Madeline 

and  so  i  withered  night  and  day 

my  voice  is  bland,  my  color  grey 

still  i  was  unfit  and  unnerving 

he  told  me  this,  i  heard  him  say 

he  laughed  to  me,  and  ever  honest  was  he 

for  i  could  never  be  like  Madeline 

i  am  making  my  way  to  my  own  wooden  crate 

upon  my  knees  in  the  ghastly  surf 

i  am  weighted  down  by  my  new  clothes 

my  new,  unnoticed  clothes 

and  beneath  my  eyelids  i  am  falling 

i  am  freezing,  i  am  falling 

and  though  i  used  a  decent  drama 

on  my  deathly  path 

i  was  not  so  good 

nor  ever  so  lovely 

and  little  other  thought  has  he 

but  for  Madeline. 
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PROCLAMATION 

by  Florian  Folger 

The  sturdy  cedar  post  that  needlessly  bordered  our  family's 
land  lor  years,  that  separated  our  neighbor's  property  (a 
friend),  that  held  the  barbed  wire  that  gave  me  stitches  when 
I  tried  to  catch  the  ball  is  gone. 

I  tore  it  down. 
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NEPENTHE 

by  John  Clancy 

Swallow. 

Hollow  winds  whip  the  waves 

Upon  our  shore  of  shared  suffering. 

The  soothing  waters,  washing  away 

Loose  sand,  dissolving  sediment  and  sadness. 

Minutes  spread  their  boundaries  for  us. 

We  feel,  for  these  few  fragile  moments,  serene, 

Laughing,  loving  life  for  at  least  a  little  while. 

The  pleasing  surf,  the  foaming  swells.  The  ocean 

Chases  away  ancient  choices  with  each  inch  of  beach 

It  ingests. 

A  special  place  where  only  pain  is  past  our  reach, 

Where  our  worries  slip  from  us. 

Releases  our  pressures  into  the  vastness  of  the  sea, 

Sending  them  to  far-off,  foreign  places 

We  watch  the  waters  drown  our  sorrow.  In  the  salt 

It  dissolves. 

The  skies  above  our  tropical  beach  become  black, 

Caked  with  a  dark  grotesque  crust. 

The  tide  drags  the  disease  back. 

Sickness  kisses  the  dried,  cracked  ground. 

The  winds  are  violent. 

Angry  gusts  erode  the  giant  gray  rocks, 

Casting  specs  of  grain  and  gravel  into  our  eyes. 

Blinded,  we  walk  against  the  gales,  struggling  to  escape 

The  clutches  of  the  squall,  and  the  ugly  grip 

Of  dread,  despair,  and  grief. 

The  sea  has  dried,  and  our  land,  again  a  desert. 

Our  drug  is  gone. 
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WHY  LOOK  AT  THE  WORLD. 

by  Katy  Juliano 

Why  look  at  the  world 
When  it  goes  from  left  to  right. 
I'd  rather  see  it  from  right  to  left 
And  still  this  view  stands  too  tall 
So  I  view  it  upside  down. 

Yet  when  they  tell  me  to  look  straight 
My  eyes  begin  to  cross 
And  when  they  fall  out 
Will  I  still  be  wrong? 
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A  LETTER  TO  THE  ONE  REMOVED 

by  David  Cahill 

Since  I  lost  you,  I  can't  get  through  the  dark  without  being 
swallowed.  I  can't  ask  for  forgiveness  of  one  who  never 
really  existed:  only  poets  and  fools  would  do  that. 

I  believed  in  god  those  weeks  before  we  made  the  decision 
and  passed  the  judgments;  felt  closer  to  the  mystery  of 
choosing  between  life  and  death.  No  choosing  of  names;  no 
choosing  of  what  kind  of  books  you  would  read,  or  what  kind 
of  morals  we  would  raise  you  to  espoose.  Just  choosing 
simplicity. 

The  silence  between  the  careless  youths:  you,  mother,  and  I, 
was  deafening  after  we  did  what  we  thought  we  had  to  do.  I 
have  been  spreading  petals  on  the  grave  maker  which  only 
exists  in  our  hearts  and  in  the  swift  rationale  of  our  heads. 

In  the  hours  when  my  eyes  watch  digital  flashes  change  from 
one  numeral  to  the  next  does  the  fool  awaken,  dangling  one 
foot  over  the  past  and  into  the  present.  Thinking:  how  do  I 
ask  for  forgiveness  from  one  who  never  existed?  What  would 
your  sex  have  been?  Would  your  life  have  been  beautiful  with 
us?  If  you  could  hear  and  feel.  Would  you  be  able  to  forgive. 
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LETTER  TO  MY  SISTER 

By  James  Smith 

It  has  been  almost  fifteen  years 

since  last  I  saw  you.  I  remember 

the  day  they  told  me:  I  came  home 

from  school. 

Everyone  was  in  the  living  room. 

The  priest  was  there. 

They  told  me  you  didn't  make  it  - 

everyone  hugged  me.  I  also  remember 

saying  goodbye.  Your  classmates 

were  there.  A  few  weeks  later 

I  asked  when  you  were  coming  back. 

I  didn't  know.  When  I  returned  to  school 

everything  was  different.  I  missed  you. 

I  remember  your  face.  Your  smile  when 

I  drew  you  a  picture.  Your  eyes  when 

you  wanted  it  your  way.  I  forget  your  voice 

though.  My  memory  is  a  silent  film. 

I  wish  you  could  come  to  me  and 

say  my  name  like  you  used  to. 
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TO  MY  DARK  SELF 

by  John  Clancy 

Do  you  really  think  I  don't  notice 

Those  kleptomania  hands  grasping,  gripping,  as  time  slips 

Away,  down  the  drains  in  the  darkest  corners  of  the  house. 

Creatures  creeping  through  countless  crevices,  through  every  hole 

In  every  wall  in  every  room  throughout  the  house. 

You  seize  a  small  section  of  my  skin  each  time,  then  steal  away  to 

Some  city  with  no  name,  beyond  trees,  where  on  one  sees, 

(To  a  place  where  thieves  Hee).  You  leave  your  own  special  stain  in  the 

Silt  and  soil.  At  dawn,  I'm  left  to  clean  your  careless  mess. 

Do  you  think  I  don't  care? 

Your  need, 

Your  greed, 

Have  opened  a  vacancy  in  my  hou.se.  Now,  no  visitors  will  stay. 

They  think  I  am  you,  and  I  must  pay  for  what  you  do. 

I  thought  I  knew  security  until  the  twilight  of  that  day 

You  strode  through  the  streets  wearing  my  skin  as  if  it  were  yours  to  keep. 

The  mirrors  say  you  are  me,  but  the  reflections  are  reversed. 

I'm  the  owner  of  this  hou.se,  lying  still  upon  the  floor,  remembering 

The  clay. 

The  glass, 

The  rising  sun. 

The  empty  bottle. 

The  loaded  gun. 
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MY  DEMON 

by  James  Smith 

The  news  came  in  a  telephone  call. 

It  happened.  They  don't  know  how. 

Perhaps  it  was  all  the  booze,  h  was 

years  before  I  realized  that  there  was 

not  a  Wild  Turkey  hidden  in  the  basement. 

He  lay  in  a  bed  barely  breathing. 

Quiet  as  never  before. 

"Get  your  toys  off  the  Hoor.  Can  you 

hear  me?  Are  you  stupid?"  He 

once  howled. 

The  drive  back  home,  a  mere  two 

hours.  A  trip  I  have  avoided;  just 

as  I  have  avoided  him.  I  look  in 

the  rearview  and  remember  two  children 

grasping  each  other's  hands.  They  knew 

he  had  a  problem.  They  were  bound  together, 

fearful  fmgers  fused. 

He  looked  old.  He  had  never  shown 
his  weakness  before,  the  same  hands 
that  struck  me  lay  withered  by  his  side. 
I  tried  to  force  a  tear,  a  whimper. 
All  I  could  do  was  fixate  on  the  plug. 
The  same  type  that  he  had  marked  me 
with  now  holds  his  life.  No  tears,  just  a  plug 
that  stands  between  me  and  my  demon. 
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DYSTOPIA 

by  John  Clancy 

Darkness.  Numb  hours  of  emptiness  sheathed  in  a 
black  shroud  that  desensitizes,  shutting  otTthe  world, 
collapsing  the  fragile  framework  of  time  and  space  and 
feeling.  Zero  would've  liked  to  call  it  sleep,  though  he  dared 
not  soil  the  word  by  using  it  to  describe  these  lingering, 
vacant  moments.  There  were  no  dreams,  no  visual  or  auditory 
manifestations  of  thought  and  memory.  No  contact  with  the 
unconscious,  no  inner  exploration.  No  meditation,  no 
relaxation,  no  rest  to  heal  the  aches  and  pains  of  the  long  day. 
Sleep  was  rejuvenation.  This. ..was  death.  If  there  was  a  Hell, 
Zero  descended  there  every  night,  not  to  face  the  wrath  of 
demons  and  the  searing  heat  of  damnation,  but  to  face  the 
bitter  nothing  that  his  mind  had  become.  He  wished  it  were 
permanent,  though  his  conscious  life  was  far  worse. 

Life. 

Another  silly,  inappropriate  description  of  Zero's 
existence. 

A  distant  echo  scraped  against  his  synthetic 
eardrum,  followed  by  a  faint,  distant  clicking.  He  felt  the 
quick  sting  of  a  needle  in  his  left  arm,  and  the  inky  darkness 
began  to  dissolve.  A  plain  of  indistinguishable  shapes  began 
to  appear.  Zero  was  waking.  The  violet  lights  above  him 
swirled  into  view.  Mechanical,  rhythmical  tones  and  beeps 
mingled  with  disembodied  voices  dancing  in  the  air  around 
him.  Disoriented,  Zero  used  his  polymerized  eyes  to  take  in 
the  environment  that  was  unfamiliar,  even  though  it  was  all 
he'd  known  for  some  immeasurable  amount  of  time.  A 
crooked,  distorted  view  was  what  he  saw,  an  Escher-esque 
place  where  direction  and  dimension  lost  their  meaning  in 
twisted  architecture.  Zero  struggled  to  comprehend,  using  all 
of  his  artificial  senses.  Images  began  to  form:  antiseptic  white 
walls  lined  with  numerous  machines,  whirring  and 
calculating  the  data  of  a  godless  science.  A  single-pane 
window,  dirtied,  caked  with  years  of  dust,  allowed  some 
natural  light  into  the  basement  laboratory.  Phosphorescent 
bulbs  flickered  overhead,  attracting  the  moths  and  gnats  that, 
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much  like  Zero,  had  been  trapped  in  the  room  and  made  it 
their  home.  A  thick  steel  door  stood  on  the  west  wall,  warn- 
ing that  only  authorized  personnel  were  allowed  through. 
Beyond  that  door  was  a  secret  of  Zero's  dystopia,  the  reason 
he  saw  that  wretched  creature  in  every  rcHective  surface. 

Footsteps  called  from  the  eastern  corner  of  the  lab. 
Zero  turned  his  head,  searching  out  the  noises.  Through 
blurry  vision,  he  saw  a  small  man  in  a  long,  gray  lab  coat. 
His  back  was  turned,  and  he  was  adjusting  and  tinkering  with 
one  of  the  strange  terminals  that  decorated  the  room.  His 
hands  quickly  moved  from  knob  to  knob,  dial  to  dial,  his 
lingers  working  at  the  keyboard  with  the  swiftness  of  insect 
wings.  Zero  watched  him  for  awhile,  wrestling  with  his 
fragile  memory  to  recall  who  this  person  was.  The  man 
ceased  his  work  at  the  computer,  rubbed  his  forehead  with  a 
strong,  old  hand,  and  sighed  a  pitiful  sigh  of  defeat.  He  stared 
at  the  terminal  through  screen-rimmed  glasses.  He  turned  his 
head  suddenly,  as  if  startled  by  a  noise,  and  discovered  that 
Zero  was  conscious.  Immediately,  he  reached  for  a  pair  of 
stainless  steel  crutches.  Like  a  soldier  preparing  for  a  long 
march  across  foreign,  treacherous  lands,  he  began  to  make  his 
way  over  to  the  stasis  bed  where  Zero  lay. 

The  cruel-looking  metal  braces  on  his  legs  made  him 
a  noisy  creature,  but  despite  the  clattering  contraptions,  the 
old  man  moved  with  skill  and  speed,  as  if  he  were  born  with 
the  ugly  restraints  attached  to  his  skin.  Like  some  odd 
mechanical  spider,  he  skittered  along  the  cold  concrete  floor 
toward  Zero.  Along  the  way,  he  snatched  some  medical 
instruments  from  a  small  table  and  tucked  them  into  his 
pocket.  From  the  same  pocket,  he  produced  a  hand-held  tape 
recorder. 

Arriving  at  Zero's  side,  he  looked  even  older.  Lines 
of  worry,  stress,  and  age  wove  web-like  lines  across  the 
sagging  skin  of  his  face.  Wild  salt-and-pepper  hair  spoked  out 
in  all  directions  from  his  skull,  and  wisps  of  the  same  color 
sprouted  from  within  his  ears.  With  one  crooked  finger,  he 
cased  his  heavy  eyeglasses  up  the  bridge  of  a  large  nose  so  he 
could  focus  his  deep  brown  eyes  on  the  motionless  Zero.  He 
cleared  his  throat  with  an  aggressive,  gurgling  cough,  brought 
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the  recorder  closer  up  toward  his  mouth,  and  pressed  the 
"record"  button. 

"April  14. ..2062.  Precisely  0900  hours.  Control 
Subject  B  brought  out  of  stasis." 

The  old  man's  voice  filled  the  room  as  he  spoke  in  a 
raspy  monotone.  He  withdrew  something  IVom  his  coat 
pocket  and  leaned  over  Zero,  holding  the  instrument  above 
one  of  his  false  eyes.  He  switched  the  instrument  on  and  a 
bright,  painful  light  pierced  Zero's  retina.  He  spoke  clearly 
into  the  recorder  once  again. 

"Visual  receptors  respond  as  would  the  human 
eye. ..good  dilation..." 

He  moved  the  pen  light  side  to  side,  and  Zero 
watched  it. 

"Tracking  seems  good. ..focus  is  good..." 

He  switched  the  light  off  and  tucked  it  back  into  his 
pocket.  Still  leaning  over  him.  Zero  noticed  the  white  plastic 
nametag  pinned  to  the  man's  coat:  Dr.  Harold  Rawdin, 
Research  Head.  As  if  his  brain  were  a  hard-drive  slowly 
booting  up,  memories  began  to  reveal  themselves  of  to  Zero's 
clouded  mind. 

The  doctor  continued  with  his  examination  of  Zero's 
artificial  body,  probing  and  poking  him  with  strange  tools,  all 
the  while  speaking  scientific  jargon  into  the  tape  recorder. 
Zero  made  no  attempt  to  decipher  it,  and  just  lay  there 
watching  Rawdin  complete  his  task.  Zero  saw  his  own  bare 
legs,  scarred  and  stitched  from  countless  surgical  implants 
and  experiments. 

Finding  the  power  of  movement,  he  strained  to  move 
his  hand  over  to  the  mangled  appendages,  to  touch  the 
wounds  that  science  had  inflicted  upon  him.  His  arms  were 
buckled  tightly  to  the  table,  though,  as  were  his  legs.  A  strong 
leather  strap  ran  across  his  torso,  and  another  stretched 
uncomfortably  around  his  neck,  anchoring  his  head  to  the 
hard  steel  bed. 

On  the  south  wall,  a  wooden  door  suddenly  creaked 
open,  and  a  small,  thin  woman  in  a  white  lab  coat  appeared. 
She  stopped  at  a  computer  terminal  and  typed  something  in 
before  making  her  way  toward  Dr.  Rawdin  and  Zero,  her 
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short  brown  hair  bobbing  as  she  moved. 

Dr.  Rawdin  looked  at  his  watch,  and  spoke  into  the 
recorder. 

"Note...  research  assistant  is  nine  minutes  late...,"  he 
said  softly  so  she  wouldn't  hear  him. 

The  two  exchanged  a  silent  greeting.  From  the 
breast  pocket  of  her  coat,  the  woman  withdrew  a  pair  of 
fragile-looking  glasses  and  put  them  on.  She  looked  at  Zero 
lying  still  on  the  stasis  bed  and  smiled  at  him. 

"Is  he  awake?  she  asked.  Her  voice  was  soft  and 
delicate,  and  to  Zero  it  seemed  to  add  a  special,  much-needed 
warmth  to  the  cold  room. 

"It  is  out  of  stasis,  yes,"  Rawdin  replied  shortly. 

"Why  don't  you  take  off  the  restraints,  then?  I'm 
sure  he'd  be  much  more  comfortable,"  asked  the  petite 
woman,  still  looking  at  Zero  with  wide,  blue  eyes,  still 
smiling  her  wide,  warm  smile. 

"I  assure  you  it  doesn't  mind,"  answered  Rawdin 
with  an  icy  tone  of  impatience.  "Besides,  as  I've  told  you 
before,  after  last  week  it's  easier  to  perform  the  post-stasis 
physical  while  the  subject  is  still  restrained.  If  it  happens  to 
have  a  muscle  spasm,  I  don't  want  to  be  kicked  in  the  face 
again.  These  are  my  last  pair  of  glasses." 

She  giggled  slightly.  "I'm  sure  he  didn't  mean  it.  If 
he  could,  I  know  he'd  apologize.'.' 

Rawdin  sighed.  He  tried  to  ignore  her.  The  fact  that 
she  gave  it  a  name  and  insisted  on  call  it  "he"  irritated  him.  It 
showed  that  she  was  not  looking  at  it  as  an  important 
scientific  experiment,  but  as  a  pet.  No,  not  a  pet.  A  child.  She 
treated  it  like  a  little  boy,  and  Rawdin  disapproved  of  it.  No 
scientist  could  perform  an  objective,  serious  experiment  while 
mothering  the  participants.  But  she  was  a  stubborn  woman, 
and  he  was  too  busy,  too  old,  and  too  tired  to  attempt  to 
change   her. 

Rawdin  concluded  his  tests  and  moved  his  crippled 
body  to  another  machine  to  document  the  data.  The  woman 
moved  to  Zero's  side.  As  she  got  closer.  Zero  noticed  her 
face.  The  right  side  and  most  of  her  forehead  was  wrinkled 
and  contorted.  The  right  corner  of  her  mouth  pulled  down- 
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ward,  as  if  il  were  being  pulled  by  a  siring.  Despite  her 
deformity,  Zero  could  tell  that  she  had  once  been  a  beautiful 
woman.  As  the  memories  of  her  began  to  return  to  him,  he 
recalled  her  nature.  Sweet,  gentle  and  compassionate.  Zero 
felt  strangely  safe  when  she  was  around.  She  was  the  one 
who  called  him  by  name  — not  the  name  he  was  born  with, 
but  a  name  nonetheless.  "Zero"  made  him  sound  a  little  more 
human,  and  was  much  belter  than  the  cold,  nondescript, 
androgynous  'it"  that  Rawdin  used  to  refer  to  him.  Despite 
her  outward  appearance,  Zero  still  found  her  to  be  a  beautiful 
person. 

She  turned  to  Rawdin.  "So,  what's  up  for  today?" 

"We're  going  to  be  testing  my  new  lung  design  to 
see  how  well  it  withstands  pollution,  second-hand  cigarette 
smoke  and  such,"  Rawdin  replied,  still  typing  away  on  the 
computer  keyboard.  'Til  need  you  to  prepare  the  respiration 
chamber.  Hook  up  the  C02  first." 

"Is  it  really  all  that  necessary  that  he  be  immune  to 
everything?  I  mean,  these  things  will  wind  up  being 
immortal,"  said  the  woman. 

"That's  exactly  what  I'm  going  for,  Grace."  Rawdin 
stopped  typing  and  hobbled  over  to  her.  "Immortality,"  he 
said  in  a  hushed,  dramatic  tone. 

"But  if  they  can't  die,  then  they  won't  really  be 
human,  will  they?" 

"No.  They  will  be  better!"  Rawdin  replied 
aggressively,  shaking  his  withered  fist  in  the  "We're  aiding 
evolution,  Grace,  making  mankind  stronger,  better.  More 
human.  They  won't  have  to  deal  with  the  dangers  of  life  as 
you  and  I  have." 

"They'll  be  monsters,"  Grace  said  shortly,  turning 
away  from  the  ranting  old  man. 

Rawdin  moved  back  into  her  view,  looking  her 
straight  and  intensely  in  the  eyes.  "Have  you  taken  a  look 
around  lately?  Hmm?  We  are  the  monsters.  We  are  the 
crippled,  the  deformed,  the  handicapped.  Look  at  me.  I  used 
to  be  young,  handsome,  athletic.  Now,  I'm  a  walking 
abomination.  My  legs  are  useless,  and  I  look  at  least  ten 
years  older  than  I  really  am.  I  have  to  hobble  my  way  through 
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life  with  these  damned  apphances  strapped  to  me." 

Grace  knew  what  was  coming.  Whenever  she 
expressed  her  doubts  about  Rawdin's  work,  he  always  knew 
exactly  what  to  say  to  change  her  mind.  And  she  never  liked 
to  hear  it. 

"And  you.  Look  at  you.  I've  seen  pictures  of  you 
when  you  were  younger,  and  you  were  very  pretty." 

"Stop  it,"  Grace  pleaded,  on  the  verge  of  tears. 

"Now,  that  sweet  face  has  been  ravaged  and 
contorted.  You'll  never  experience  motherhood." 

"Stop  it,  Harold." 

"Come  now,  you  can't  tell  me  that  you've  actually 
foreiven  those  damned  nuclear  technicians.  Not  after  all 
we've  gone  through." 

"It  wasn't  their  fault.  Accidents  happen."  Grace 
didn't  believe  that,  but  she  didn't  want  to  portray  herself  as  a 
bitter  woman. 

"Bullshit,  Grace,  and  you  know  it  is.  Meltdowns 
aren't  ordinary  accidents,  especially  of  that  magnitude. 
They're  results  of  foolish  minds  and  careless  people.  They 
didn't  break  a  window  with  a  baseball.  They  destroyed  our 
lives.  And  I'll  be  damned  if  I'm  going  to  let  our  species  die 
off  as  the  weak,  pathetic  creatures  we've  all  become.  I'm 
doing  something  about  it." 

Rawdin  seized  her  hand,  as  if  showing  a  sign  of 
comfort,  but  Grace  knew  there  was  no  compassion  left  in  that 
old  heart  of  his.  He  held  it  firmly. 

"But,  Grace,  I'll  need  your  help." 

Grace  turned  and  looked  at  Zero,  who  was  watching 
them.  He  looked  so  pitiful,  so  tired.  She  wanted  the  poor 
thing's  misery  to  end.  That  wouldn't  happen  until  Rawdin 
succeeded. 

"You  really  think  this  whole  project  will  work?  I 
mean,  it  sounds  too  much  like  science  fiction.  A  world  run  by 
superhuman  genetic  clones?  The  government  would  destroy 
your  reputation  if  they  found  out  what  you're  using  their 
grant  money  for." 

Grace  realized  she  just  opened  a  big  can  of  fat,  ugly 
worms. 

37 


"There  is  no  government  anymore,  just  a  collection 
of  right  wing  fools  sitting  on  their  conservative  asses  with 
their  fingers  in  their  ears.  They  don't  care  about  our  survival, 
just  their  careers  and  their  political  power,  which  win  soon  be 
meaningless  if  the  radiation  keeps  spreading  like  it  has.  We 
have  to  do  something  now,  and  fast,  or  our  world  as  we  know 
it  will  be  gone.  This  is  what  genetic  research  has  been  all 
about  since  the  late  twentieth  century,  making  humans  better 
equipped  to  survive  in  an  increasingly  dangerous  world.  If  we 
succeed,  it  will  be  bigger  than  the  AIDS  vaccine,  and  we  will 
be  seen  as  the  ones  who  saved  humanity  from  extinction.  Our 
hope  for  a  cure  for  this  plague  died  a  long  time  ago,  and  this 
generation  of  people  is  doomed.  We  can't  escape  it.  But  we 
can  give  hope  to  a  new  generation  by  making  them  stronger 
through  science  and  technology.  Call  it  playing  God  if  you 
will,  but  I  see  it  as  defying  Him  as  He  seems  bent  on 
destroying  all  of  us.  To  hell  with  the  government,  to  hell  with 
God,  I'm  going  to  save  the  human  race  or  die  trying." 

Grace  had  heard  this  speech  before,  but  the  part 
about  God  was  new  to  her. 

"So,  I  take  it  you've  lost  your  faith.  You  used  to  be 
such  a  religious  man,  at  least  for  a  scientist." 

"I  haven't  lost  my  faith,"  Rawdin  said  with  a  passion 
Grace  had  never  seen  before  in  the  old  man.  "I've  just 
redirected  it  toward  something  more  tangible,  something 
that's  worth  believing  in.  Myself.  You.  Every  single  God- 
forsaken soul  on  this  planet.  Prayer  won't  cure  our  disease. 
It's  a  futile  practice  of  those  too  afraid  to  get  things  done  on 
their  own.  Humans  have  made  this  world  what  it  is.  If  it  was- 
n't for  us,  God  would  have  no  one  to  praise  Him,  to  make 
Him  into  more  than  He  is.  Without  us,  God  would  be  alone 
in  cold,  formless  space.  He  needs  us  more  than  we  need  Him. 
We-"  Rawdin  suddenly  realized  that  going  off  on  this  tangent 
wouldn't  get  any  work  done.  He  took  his  glasses  off  and 
wiped  the  perspiration  from  his  brow. 

"Never  mind,"  he  said.  "We  have  a  lot  to  do.  Let's 
get  started." 

Grace  watched  Rawdin  move  noisily  away  from  her, 
his  leg  braces  clanking  together  as  he  guided  himself  on  his 
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crutches.  Grace  didn't  want  to  admit  it,  but  she  was  losing 
her  faith  in  God  as  well.  All  the  suffering  around  her  was 
being  allowed  to  worsen,  and  God  was  letting  it  happen.  If 
her  parents  were  alive  and  knew  these  thoughts  entered  her 
mind,  they'd  disown  her.  They  hated  the  fact  that  she  went 
into  medical  science,  saying  that  if  God  intended  us  to  be 
sick,  if  God  wanted  us  to  die,  then  humans  had  no  right  to 
interfere.  It  was  His  will,  His  infmite  wisdom.  But  Grace 
didn't  want  humanity  to  end  anymore  than  Rawdin  -  or 
anyone  else  on  the  planet,  for  that  matter  -  did. 

"Grace.  The  respiration  chamber,  please,"  Rawdin's  voice 
called  from  across  the  room. 

"Okay." 

Grace  walked  over  to  the  large  steel  door  and  input 
her  password.  With  a  loud  thud,  it  unlocked  and  began  to 
swing  slowly  open.  She  looked  back  over  to  Zero.  Rawdin 
had  taken  off  his  restraints,  and  he  was  sitting  up.  She 
watched  him  look  lazily  around  the  room,  no  doubt 
disoriented.  'This  poor  shell  of  a  man  is  our  only  hope"  she 
thought. 

"We  need  God  now  more  than  ever." 

Grace  was  working  on  installing  the  C02  tank  to  the 
respiration  chamber  when  Zero  wandered  in.  He  studied  his 
new  surroundings,  and  found  it  to  be  a  frightening  place. 
Several  odd  contraptions  were  placed  around  the  large  room, 
and  all  looked  more  like  torture  devices  than  scientific 
equipment.  For  Zero,  they  were  machines  of  torture.  He  had 
been  subjected  to  many  painful  experiments  in  those  horrible 
devices.  A  large,  round  operating  table  -  many  of  Zero's 
natural  limbs  were  replaced  with  genetically-  grown  ones 
there.  A  strong  metal  container  housed  most  of  his  original 
internal  organs.  A  tall  chamber,  it  was  used  to  test  his  ability 
to  withstand  radiation,  the  disease  that  was  killing  all  the  peo- 
ple around  him.  Zero  had  been  listening  to  Rawdin  rant  on 
about  God.  This  was  truly  the  most  Godless  place  on  earth. 
This  was  his  Hell. 

The  most  disturbing  aspects  of  the  experiment  room  were 
the  enormous,  cylindrical  tubes  that  lined  the  far  wall,  seven 
of  them  in  all  filled  with  a  viscous  yellow  fluid.  Zero  made 
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his  way  toward  them,  inspecting  the  occupants  of  each  one. 
The  first  was  labeled  "Experimental  Subject  #1".  Inside  of  it 
was  a  large,  grotesquely-deformed  fetus,  which  Zero  couldn't 
bear  to  look  at.  Floating  in  the  liquid  of  the  second  was 
Experimental  Subject  #2,  a  long,  emaciated  human-looking 
creature  with  a  grossly  contorted  head.  Experimental  Subject 
#3  was  the  same,  only  its  head  was  completely  missing. 
Subject  #4  looked  like  an  average  human  being,  but  on  the 
label  bearing  its  -  name  was  written  "Failure  -Uncontrollable 
Psychotic  Behavior".  The  fifth  looked  like  a  twin  of  the 
fourth,  but  scrawled  on  its  nameplate  was  "Failure  -  Limited 
Intelligence;  Unable  To  Control  Bodily  Functions".  Encased 
in  the  sixth  tube  was  a  severely  decayed  body  which  had 
apparently   failed  at  resisting  prolonged  radiation.  The 
seventh  was  a  partial  success,  but  had  no  response  to 
"external  stimulus." 

Beside  the  row  of  tubes  was  a  stasis  bed,  much  like 
Zero's,  covered  by  an  arch  of  thick  glass.  A  panel  read 
"Control  Subject  A."  A  piece  of  masking  tape  was  stuck  to 
the  glass,  and  the  word  "Alpha"  was  written  on  it  in  feminine 
handwriting.  Lying  motionless  underneath  the  glass  was  a 
woman.  Her  face  and  body  were  marked  with  scars  and 
stitches,  much  like  Zero's.  Her  expression,  though,  was  one 
of  peace.  Zero  envied  her,  for  he  wished  he  could  achieve  the 
same. 

He  stood,  gazing  at  the  lifeless  form  beneath  the 
glass,  and  he  felt  a  small  hand  touch  his  arm.  He  turned  to 
find  Grace  standing  beside  him,  gazing  at  the  woman  as  well. 

"Rawdin  hated  the  fact  that  I  gave  her  a  name. 
'Alpha'  isn't  much  of  a  name,  but  at  least  it  gave  her  an 
identity,"  she  said,  her  eyes  still  fixed  on  the  peaceful  body. 
"She  was  chosen  for  the  same  reasons  you  were  -  high 
intelligence,  strong  immune  system,  athletic,  in  peak  physical 
condition-as  close  to  a  perfect  person  as  you  could  get.  For 
some  strange  reason,  the  two  of  you  weren't  affected  by  the 
mass  radiation  from  the  meltdown  years  ago.  If  we  were 
going  to  artificially  recreate  human  life,  then  you  two  were 
the  perfect  frame  of  reference." 

Grace  continued,  seeming  lost  in  her  thoughts.  "I 
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don't  know  what  her  real  name  was  or  where  she  came  from, 
but  she  was  a  human  being,  and  she  didn't  deserve  the 
punishment  that  Rawdin  inflicted  on  her,  no  matter  how 
noble  the  cause  was." 

She  moved  away  from  Zero's  side  and  began  to  walk 
along  the  length  of  the  wall  where  the  seven  giant  tubes  were. 
She  looked  at  each  with  both  disgust  and  pity. 

'These  abominations  of  nature  were  the  cause  of  her 
death,"  Grace  said,  extending  a  hand  toward  one  of  the 
cylinders,  letting  her  lingers  slide  along  its  smooth,  cool 
surface.  "The  more  Rawdin  failed,  the  harder  he  pushed 
Alpha,  pushed  until  her  body  and  mind  just  couldn't  take  it 
anymore." 

Grace  turned  and  looked  at  Zero,  who  was  standing 
there  like  some  big,  stupid  animal.  She  knew  he  understood 
her,  though.  She  took  off  her  glasses  and  began  to  wipe  off 
her  lab  coat. 

"She  died  smiling,  you  know.  Probably  because  her 
pain  was  over,  but  I  think  it  was  more  than  that.  She  died 
satisfied.  She  knew  her  life  meant  something;  she  knew  she 
lived  for  a  purpose.  When  it's  my  time  to  go,  I  hope  to  go  the 
same  way.  Smiling.  Content  with  my  life." 

Zero  was  listening  to  her,  but  at  the  same  time  his 
eyes  were  drawn  to  a  small  locker  in  the  darkest  corner  of  the 
room.  Grace  noticed  he  was  staring  at  it,  and  she  grasped  his 
cold  hand  and  led  him  over  to  it. 

"Even  though  your  mind  is  erased  every  night  before 
you  go  into  stasis,  even  though  you  live  each  and  every  day 
as  it's  your  first,  you  always  want  to  look  at  this  stuff. 
Rawdin  keeps  telling  me  to  throw  it  all  away,  but  it's  your 
last  connection  to  reality,  and  I  just  couldn't  do  that  to  you." 
She  swiftly  turned  the  combination  dial  on  the  locker,  and  it 
swung  open  on  squeaky  hinges.  The  items  inside  were 
arranged  to  resemble  some  sort  of  shrine,  and  Zero  looked  at 
them  with  silent  awe  and  amazement.  From  the  coat  hook 
hung  a  football  helmet  decorated  with  the  insignia  of  some 
Midwestern  college,  and  dangling  from  the  face  mask  were 
shiny  silver  dogtags.  On  the  bottom  shelf,  held  in  a  strong 
oak  frame,  was  a  law  degree,  and  on  each  side  of  it  was  a 
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picture  of  a  little  girl  with  a  bright,  innocent  smile  held  by  a 
beautiful  woman  with  long  brown  hair.  Several  other  personal 
items  lined  the  shelves,  but  what  caught  Zero's  attention  was 
the  black-and-white  photo  taped  to  the  back  of  the  locker. 
The  picture  was  of  a  handsome,  strong,   intelligent-looking 
man  with  dark  brown  hair  and  deep  green  eyes.  Zero  reached 
out  and  touched  the  picture,  hoping  to  make  some  kind  of 
connection  with  the  man  in  the  photo. 

"That's  you.  Zero,"  Grace  whispered  to  him.  "Or, 
should  I  say,  Adam.  That's  what  you  looked  like  when  life 
was  the  way  it  should  be,  when  death  and  disease  weren't  so 
rampant." 

She  picked  up  one  of  the  pictures  from  the  lower 
shelf.  "This  woman  was  your  wife,  Diane.  And  the  little  girl 
Stacey,  your  daughter." 

Zero  stared  at  the  people  in  the  picture,  trying  with 
all  his  will  to  remember  them.  It  was  useless.  His  memories 
of  them  washed  away  so  long  ago. 

"I  often  wish  that  I  had  a  family  like  yours,"  Grace 
said.  "A  strong,  supportive  husband.  A  beautiful  child.  But 
that's  not  possible.  Not  any  more.  I  always  imagine  myself  as 
a  young  mother  packing  lunches,  attending  school  plays  and 
dance  recitals,  watching  my  children  grow  up  to  have 
children  of  their  own.  Disaster  took  that  away  from  me, 
thoueh." 

Grace  looked  up  into  Zero's  false  eyes.  "You're  so 
sweet,  so  innocent,  so  fragile.  Like  a  child.  Caring  for  you  is 
as  close  as  I'll  ever  get  to  motherhood.  I  -  " 

"Grace!  I  thought  I  told  you  to  get  rid  of  that  stuff," 
Rawdin  blurted  from  across  the  room.  ."We  don't  need 
emotion  to  interfere  with  our  work.  It's  not  human  anymore, 
it's  a  goddamn  scientific  experiment!" 

"He  is  human  and  he  has  a  right  to  hold  on  to  his 
past,  Harold." 

"It's  an  oversized  guinea  pig,  and  I  won't  have  you 
coddling  it  like  some  damned  infant." 

Grace  looked  at  Rawdin  in  amazement.  "How  could 
you,  the  man  who  hopes  to  save  mankind,  be  so  cold? 
Emotion  is  what  makes  humans  human,  but  you  don't  seem 
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to  realize  that.  You  just  want  to  create  some  mass  of  llcsh  and 
bone  that  only  appears  human,  just  so  you  can  collect  your 
Nobel  Prize  and  go  into  the  books  as  the  greatest  genetic 
scientist  in  history.  But  if  you  continue  on  the  path  you're  on, 
and  you  somehow  succeed,  the  creatures  you  create  will  have 
you  remembered  as  the  greatest  monster  in  history." 

"Either  way,  I  will  have  saved  our  species  from 
destruction,  and  that's  all  I  intend  to  do.  Do  you  really  want 
human  beings  to  end  up  just  like  you,  ugly  and  frigid?" 

Grace  began  to  shake  with  rage.  She  looked  up  at 
Zero,  turned  abruptly,  and  headed  for  the  door. 

"Where  the  hell  do  you  think  you're  going?  Grace, 
we're  not  finished  here  yet. 

"I  am,  you  maniacal  old  bastard.  Fuck  your  research, 
fuck  your  experiments-fuck  you,  Harold.  I'm  living  the  rest 
of  my  life,  as  short  as  it  may  be,  with  people  who  really 
understand  and  value  life." 

"Grace,  don't  be  stupid...  wait..." 

She  Hung  the  lab  door  open  and  slammed  it  shut 
behind  her,  leaving  an  awkward  silence  lingering  in  the  air. 
Rawdin  leaned  on  his  crutches,  waiting  for  Grace  to  come 
back.  She  didn't.  He  gave  up  on  her  and  decided  he  was  bet- 
ter off  without  her.  No  one  to  hog  the  glory.  The  greatest 
accomplishment  of  all  time  would  be  his  and  his  alone.  He 
turned  to  face  Zero  who  was  standing  motionless  in  front  of 
the  open  locker,  still  staring  at  the  picture  of  his  former 
family. 

Rawdin,  more  tired  now  than  ever,  made  his  way 
toward  Zero.  Arriving  at  his  side,  he  joined  his  subject  in 
looking  at  the  picture  of  the  mother  and  child.  After  a  long 
silence,  Rawdin  spoke. 

"What  is  it  she  insisted  on  calling  you?  Zero?  Hmm, 
what  a  silly  name." 

He  looked  at  Zero  closer  than  he  ever  had  before. 
For  the  first  time,  Rawdin  actually  noticed  the  scars,  the 
stitches  ,  the  synthetic  body  parts,  all  the  pain  he  had  infiicted 
on  the  poor  man.  He  actually  felt  ashamed. 

"I'm  trying.  Zero.  Dammit  I'm  trying,"  he  said  on 
the  verge  of  tears.  "I'm  so  tired.  Thirty  years  now  I've  been  at 
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il.  Thirty  long  years  trying  to  save  this  world.  I'm  losing 
hope.  When  I  began,  I  was  young,  determined  to  strike  back 
at  whoever  turned  me  into  this  crippled  old  fool  you  see 
before  you  now.  Thirty  long  years  of  failure  broke  me  down, 
sucked  the  life  right  out  of  me.  But  Fm  just  now  realizing 
that  I  did  the  same  to  you.  I'm  no  better  than  the  bastards 
who  destroyed  us  all.  After  thirty  years,  I  just  want  to  know 
one  thing...  can  you  forgive  me.  Zero?" 

Zero  tried  to  respond,  but  his  mind  was  paralyzed, 
frayed  from  decades  of  experiments.  He  could  not  vocalize 
his  thoughts,  but  with  all  the  strength  he  had  in  his  entire 
synthetic  body,  he  put  one  artificial  hand  on  the  old  man's 
hunched  shoulder. 

Rawdin  smiled.  "I'm  so  close  to  succeeding,  if  you 
can  bear  just  a  few  more  tests...  I  promise,  your  pain  will  be 
over." 

Without  hesitation.  Zero  moved  toward  the  awaiting 
respiration  chamber  and  stepped  in.  Rawdin  was  suddenly 
filled  with  newfound  energy,  and  he  hurried  to  get  his  tests 
underway. 

Before  he  started,  though,  he  had  one  last  thing  to 
say  to  his  guinea  pig. 

"Thank  you...  Adam." 

Months  passed,  but  to  Zero,  they  seemed  like 
lifetimes.  A  new  feature  was  added  to  the  experimentation 
room,  alongside  the  hideous  creatures  noatintj  in 
formaldehyde.  Dr.  Rawdin  stood  before  his  achievement, 
beaming  with  delight,  looking  once  again  like  that 
strong-willed  young  man  he  had  been.  Zero  was  next  to  him, 
studying  the  result  of  his  years  of  torment. 

Against  a  plain  wall  leaned  a  thick  metallic  slab 
holding  the  future  of  mankind  The  thing  looked  just  like  the 
man  in  the  picture  in  Zero's  locker  of  memories,  made  better 
through  the  marvel  of  science,  the  genius  of  one  tired  old 
man.  A  plaque  above  its  head  read  "Eight". 

"This...  this  is  what  I've  been  working  toward.  Zero. 
Humanity  will  continue  to  thrive  on  this  planet.  My  work  is 
done.  I  can  die  a  happy  man." 

Rawdin  appeared  ready  to  kick  off  his  leg  braces, 
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throw  his  crutches  to  the  floor  and  dance  a  hvely  jig.  He 
stood  before  his  brainchild,  admiring  its  beauty.  He  looked 
down  at  his  watch  and  suddenly  remembered  his  press 
conference.  He  merrily  slapped  Zero  on  the  back  and  hobbled 
out  of  the  room,  whistling  a  random  tune  as  he  went. 

Zero  didn't  care  that  Rawdin  had  fmally  succeeded. 
He  only  cared  thai  his  suffering  was  now  over.  He  walked 
slowly  to  the  encased  bed  where  Alpha  lay  quietly.  He  placed 
both  his  sutured  hands  on  the  glass  and  closed  his  eyes. 
At  last,  he  would  join  her  in  peace 

From  behind  ,  Zero  sensed  movement.  He  turned 
and  was  startled  to  see  Eight  looming  before  him.  Without  a 
sound,  the  creature  wrapped  two  huge,  strong  arms  around 
Zero's  chest  and  squeezed  the  air  out  of  his  manufactured 
lungs.  Zero  didn't  struggle.  With  the  speed  and  strength  of  a 
machine,  Eight  twisted  Zero's  frail  neck  until  it  snapped.  As 
he  fell  to  the  cool  cement  Hoor,  he  saw  his  strange  dystopia 
slip  away,  and  for  the  first  time  in  a  long  while,  he  slept.  In 
fact,  he  slept  forever. 
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BORINQUEN  BREEZE 

by  Lalenya  Lopez 

Not  often, 

but  every  once  in  a  while 

a  leaf  twitches  and  I 

close  my  eyes 

in  anticipation  of  the 

slices  of  wind  foretold  by 

the  rustling  leaves  overhead, 

only  to  find  a  fawn  dove 

fly  away  in  search  oi' 

a  gentle  borinquen  breeze 

this  afternoon. 

Biting  into 

a  mango,  in  a  maca, 

juice  dripping  down  my  chin, 

Mommy  reminds  que 

eso  mancha.  Too  late. 

The  new  white 

linen  sundress  from  abuela, 

made  in  La  Isla  del  Encanto, 

is  exquisitely  tattooed  in  ocher 

as  an  eternal  remembrance 

of  this  balmy  borinquen  breeze. 


borinquen  -  Puerto  Rican 

maca  -  hammock 

que  eso  mancha  -  that  it  stains 

La  Isla  de  Enchanto  -  the  island  of  enchantment 
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TRIOLET  THE  ONE  WHO  PLAYS  OUT 
PERFECT  DREAMS 

by  David  Cahill 

The  one  who  plays  out  perfect  dreams 

on  the  pavement  of  the  downtown  streets 

was  heard  in  August,  when  the  city  sweats  with  people 

hearing  the  melodies  that  support 

the  one  who  plays  out  perfect  dreams. 

As  the  seasons  change,  dead  leaves  and  blistering  cold 

sweep  away  the  people  and  the  music  of 

the  one  who  plays  perfect 

dreams  on  the  pavement  of  the  downtown  streets. 
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